Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
see them, almost a united family again; good to be at
home once more.
Hortense was a good hostess. As temporary lady of this
house of kings, she had set the mattres d'hotel at work.
Chafing-dishes with alcohol lamps under them were keep-
ing things warm for his hungry officers, who now sat down
with him; and to add a triumphal zest to the meal, wine
was brought from the Bourbon cellars, while the bread
they ate had been set to rise, the night before, for the
king.
There was accordingly much happy chatter, but after
toasts Napoleon turned to Joseph.
"I saw Dr. Horan about the palace," he said. "If you
can find him, bring him to the blue room."
To this he himself retired, to find it renovated by Hor-
tense's swift fingers. She had been picking up the coats,
braces, and wigs of the king, thrusting them in the arms
of domestics to be burned; had replaced the old bust of
Napoleon, portrayed studying maps, on the console table;
and had arranged jonquils from the palace gardens
around the room.
Shadows also entered with him, as he waited for the
doctor; not only the four specters that had traveled with
him overseas, but a more familiar spirit. Almost he could
see it enter from the little door in the paneling that led
to the entresol below.
But it was only the outer door that opened, and the doc-
tor appeared with Joseph, whom Napoleon now signaled
to retire.
"Ah, doctor!5' he said, when they were alone; "I am
glad to see you. You were very faithful, I am told, to the
empress in her last illness."
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